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time DO answer himself, or softening the instruction by the
playfulness of his mind and manner. Sometimes he read
to Lothair, and attuned the mind of his charge to the true
spiritual note by melting passages from A Kempis or
Chrysostom. Then he would bring a portfolio of wondrous
drawings by the mediaeval masters, of saints and seraphs,
and accustom the eye and thought of Lothair to the forms
and fancies of the Court of Heaven.

One day Lothair, having risen from his bed for the first
time, and lying on a sofa in an adjoining chamber to that
in which he had been so long confined, the Monsignore
seated himself by the side of Lothair, and, opening a port-
folio, took out a drawing and held it before Lothair, observ-
ing his countenance with a glance of peculiar scrutiny.

* Well!' said Catesby after some little pause, as if await-
ing a remark from his companion.

1 Tis beautiful!' said Lothair.    ' Is it by Raifaelle ? '

* No j by Fra Bartolomeo.    But the countenance, do you
remember ever having met such an one ?'

Lothair shook his head, Catesby took out another
drawing, the same subject, the Blessed Virgin. * By
Giulio,' said the Monsignore, and he watched the face of
Lothair, but it was listless.

Then he showed Lothair another and another and an-
other. At last he held before him one which was really
by Raffaelle, and by which Lothair was evidently much
moved. His eye lit up, a blush suffused his pale cheek, he
took the drawing himself and held it before his gaze with a
trembling hand.

' Yes, I remember this,' he murmured, for it was one of
those faces of Greek beauty which the great painter not
infrequently caught up at Rome. The Monsignore looked
gently round and waved his hand, and immediately there
arose the hymn to the Virgin in subdued strains of ex-
quisite melody.